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tlwil lll^'llt, .111*1 Unliilrrcil w lilt III I III- liiul rcrriviii lillt S( ant

ftmilr-v from liis luiMislu'iN. Sjir iisknl him a trillf limiiliv,

as lliry sfti t(»;4i'tlit r in tlir iliisky iliawiii^' rii(»m after ilimuT,

liiiw III' ha«i fairtl. Tlii'ir tli'iinMiiour towards carh utlirr was

still iimrli straiiinl his siirpassiiii^ly ^'rntlr : hrra marknl hy

a itcriiliar hrsitatiii;^' xtilliicss. Sophia Ryder had expressed it

well when she suiil liiey s(>eiued to ho fei'liii;^ every step of the

way.

"Oh, it'j* all ri^dit. l)a\eiiaiit was very civil. I daresay hell

publish the lliin;^', as he did hefore, without expressing; any

opinion. It's not that that trouhles me, hut niy own con-

viction of its poverty. I wi>h you'd toll mo truly what you

think."

It was iiKsoliitely the tii*st time he had asked hor to pass an

opinion on his work, and his words had still tho power to thrill

hor—Jiy, to tho very Iwart. .Vnd sho could not hclj) contrasting;

tliis humility, which oppresses every honest soul in tho i-on-

templation of all tinished work whatsoovor, with his former

complacency, his absolute ci.nlidenco in tho porfection of his

labour.

" I do not know vory much, but I tliink you have never

written anything; to equal it."

"I>o you think so'/" he asked ipiickly, and tho liylit loai)e(l

in his eyos. "Tell me how?"
"It is sincere, and it comes from the heart," sho answered

simply.

"(nul knows it was wruv.g from the heart—tho outcome of

desperation, 1 lelon. Do you know what was my moving impulse

all through?"

Sh(> shook her head.

"To write something which I might lay at your feet as an

atonement. Heavens ! the fool T have boon all through. God

forgive me ! I do not deserve even this semblance of peace,"


